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ENTERPRISE AT RAMSGATE. 

: “The raising of that unfortunate ironclad, the Victoria, would seem, to most people, almost an impossibility, but Poor Pa thinks that the large reward 
offered by the authorities to the man who would carry through the formidable task successfully is already his. In order to demonstrate to the Admiralty the 
Seasibility of his scheme, he recently held a sort of field day at Ramsgate. Forcibly sinking Jubilee’s toy steamer, he, with the aid of gunpowder, immediately 
brought it to the surface. The Admirals present seemed much struck with the whole thing, and have advised Mamma to place Dad under control.” —Tootsiz. 


“SHERLOCK HOLMES” OUT-SHERLOCKED. A WELSH MURDER. 


—— 


ON Sunday, September 28th, 1828, the murdered remains 
of Esther Stevens were discovered in a house she occupied 
in the town of Monmouth. 

At an early age she had been married toa bargeman. to 

am. zy whon, in latter years, she appears to have exhibited great 

HESPIAN BOUNDERS | : dislike. Stevens's employment called him from home for 

. considerable periods of time, and whilst he was away, his 

wife formed acquaintances with other men—a step to which 
eventually she owed her death. 

Amongst her lovers was a man named Davis, living some 
distance from Monmouth. to whom she represented herselt 
as a single woman, and to whom, also, she had promised 
marriage. A later connection, however, she formed with 
Edward Barnett, of Monmouth. who fell deeply in love with 
her, and looked with the most uncontrollable feelings of 
jealousy on her intimacy with Davis. He, at) anyrate, 

hossessed suflicient interest over her to induce her to leave 

Davis and return with him to Monmouth, but from a letter 
yin she addressed to the latter, she seemed to be in bodily 
ear. 

On the Saturday afternoon Barnett received a letter from 
Mrs. Stevens, desiring an interview, and he quitted his 
mother’s house to keep the appointment, having in’ his 
nossession, in a shot-bag, £30 in notes, gold and silver, and 
he was dressed in a shooting-jacket and laced boots. Ste- 
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revenge upon hia discovering her perfidy to him; but he soon 
proved his innocence, and on the discovery of Barnett’s shot-bag 
and money, his shooting-coat and boots, in the room where the 
murder was committed, the young man’s guilt was not doubted, 
the more soas he had run away, and was nowhere to be found. 

The scene at the inquest is described as being mort affecting. 
On the table lay the blood-stained garments of the murdered 
woman. aease-hnife with which her throat had been cut, and the 
1 money of the murderer, Thirty-three witnesses were 
present, and among this group was the husband of the deceased, 
who deeply felt the peculiarity of his situation. The mother of the 
supposed inurderer “attracted universal attention—fast declining 
in years, ealled on by the justice of her country to sign her deposi- 
tion and to enter into recognizances against her son, her hand 
seemed to refuse its office, and with the utmost difficulty could she 
make her mark.” Amidst. the spectators might also have been 
observed the father of the deceased, whose careworn face * bespoke 
the inward workings of his mind for his unhappy murdered child.” 

Barnett. was apprehended at Liverpool on October 6th. He 
appeared to be about twenty-three years of age, stout and well 
made. He had on the trousers and waistcoat he was supposed to 
have been wearing at the time of the murder,a pair of shoes which 
it was found he had begged at the turnpike at Trenchester, and 
“an old hat not worth a penny.” He was still without a coat; his 
shirt-sleeves were very dirty, but there were no signs of blood on 
his clothes, He appeared unmoved at the awfulness of his situa- 
tion: but his eves were downcast, and a slight hectic tlush tinged 
his cheeks. He gave a deep sich on the constable epee his 
clothes, but did not evince the slightest emotion on the production 
of the blood-stained knife. During the reading of the depositions, 
he stood firm and erect, and did not betray any internal feeling, 
except that, when the husband's evidence was being read, there 
was a slight convulsion of the lower lip, accompanied by a deep 
sigh. 
When asked by the coroner if he had any remark to make, he 
faintly answered. “No,” and sank into his chair exhausted. The 
reporter says: “His manner throughout was not that of a guilty 
man. Mis cast of features was rather pre vossessing, and a faint 
smile occasionally passed over his face. His firmness and self- 
possession astonished all.” During the whole period of his contine- 
ment in gaol, and on his trial, he exhibited the utmost firmness, 
and his demeanour was unsltered upon the morning of the execu- 
tion. He ascended the gallows with an unhesitating step, and was 
turned off without exhibiting any signs of remorse or fear. 

On his apprehension he had confessed to the eonstable that he 
had murdered the woman in a fit of jealous rage. 

* * * * e e 


FROM THE SEET OFF WOR. 5 
thares a propper row onatt our apy ome. the ortymattic masheen 
av bin discover idd in a shedd in our back garding. ; 
thee fosle remane av bin summing to ackount for arbcrin stolin 
goods, 
thay ar goin to maik itt worm for the fosle remane. 
Newt week,“ A Professional Assassin.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
ae 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclape large cnongh ta contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stumps. 


Really, MURPHY, you are growing Impolite ar well as mad; 
Thanks for offer, C.t3. WALLIAMS, but the Wreck ia acldam had, 
Not on our account, ENQUIRER ; SLOPER docsn't know the place. 
You surprise us, BERTIE HALLOND ; Can they really be sv bas? 
What a libel, RLF.GEURIDGE; You, of course, refused to hear. 
Many thanks for kindness, MAGGIE; You must bea little dear. 
Pray acecpt our thanks, ENCHANTED, We're ax greatly pleased as 
you. Sorry, Mist, we cannot tell you; Yea, Gri, they are 
ublvays new. Quite absurd, of course, AN ARTIST; No; we hare 
no apace, V.G. It would be much less expensive, JACK, if you 
could let it be. ee See 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


/urwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills and Show Cards will be sent post frec to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS: 
On sale at all Kiosques and Rovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will te paid to the nest-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of, 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current isaue of 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HoLiDAay” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY 748, 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at Lo'clock, and the Insurance laste one week from that time, 
cepiring at Lovelock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SS 

Lucey, What a manly girl Miss Diana is. 

Mary. She is indeed! You should have heard her swear, the 
other day, when she hit her thumb with the hammer in trying to 
drive a nail into the wall. It quite reminded me of my brother 
Jack. ** 

s 


“DREADFUL hardships some of those convicts seem to go 
through, don’t they!” remarked the autocrat of the boarding- 
house, looking up from his morning paper.“ Really, they must be 
men of great cadence And the new-comer at the far end of the 
table weighed in with, * Suppose it’s because they pat in such a lot 
of their time én-duraace vile.” And yet no oue had the courage to 
kick him! *,? 


WHERE the everlasting surges break upon the shelving shore, 
There the comely maidens gather at: Dame Nature's beauty store ; 
And they wander lonely, lonely, and they wonder—oh ! how soon 
They will see some other man besides that fellow in the moon, 
°-* 


* 
Father. Yes, I'm very much afraid T shall have to make my boy 
Jack an author; there seems to be nothing else left for him. 
Friend, Well, but does he show any literary ability? 
Fathow, No, Vean't say he does just yet; but he writes a per- 
fectly illegible hand. io 


“ THERE youare again!" exclaimed the Eminent, as he laid his 
daily paper down, “One hundred and thirty-six people killed 
through a panic—in a church! Tsn't it awful?” That sort of thing 
would never happen ina pub, you know, Isn't it like a warning 
not to go to enurch? Thank you, I will, Not quite so much 
water this time, please.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 486.—The “ Morecambe Bathing” Costu:ne. 


“Come along, Clara; what are you 
doing?" 

“What you actors are dong nine 
months out of twelve—resting.” 


“Now, boy. when youve tin.sued 
down dere, jist poli-l: up my face.” 


Edith, What do you think of our new bathing iresses, Auntie ? 
Puruan Aunt. Unever trouble my head over (rifles. 


“Do you know what becomes of 
people who swear ¢” 

“In course I docs, They makes 
‘ein witnesses in police courts.” 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 3.— Dick-see ? 


BaL 


(Saturday, August 19, 1893, 


Dondluma, Haw, Tsay, here, my good man, I—er—don't see what 
I want. don't yer know, and you have a notice up there requestin, 
anyoee Leni for it if they —er—er—- Fs 

Tradesman, Yes, sir, quite right, sir; what might you please 
want that you can't seo! : : si a eae 

Doodluma, 1 want—er—er—a fool. 

Tradesman (handing him pocket mirror ).—You can sec it now 
then. ee ‘ 

s 


IT is said that “any stick is good enouzh to heat a dog,” and it 
seems ns though any excuse was good enough to A. SLorEr, Es 
to get tipsy, “Why are you drinking so much whisky to-night. 
SLOPER? ; inquired his better half. “You know it does not agres 
with you.” “Well, my dear,” replied the Eminent, “the truth is 
I'm going to the Zoo to-morrow, and one of the snakes might get 
loose and bite me, so I think it’s best to take precautionary mes. 
sures. Alexandry, goand fetch me another quartern, and say [ll 
settle up on Saturday, as usual.” é 


* 
TAT summer's here we all may know 
By one unfailing sign: 
The parson's health govs now into 
The annual decline, 


= 
Smith, That was a dirty trick Snudger plaved me the other day, 
wasn't it?) 1 wish 1 knew how to get even with the beggar. a 
Jones. Drinks if 1 tell you, old man? 
Smith, Done with you. 
Joncs. Buy his four kids each a penny trumpet and drum. 
ss 


. 

Young Barrister (engaging hia first office-boy), Er—have you 
had ans—er—lezal experience? Do youthink 1 could trust you to 
take control of the outer office? 

Sharp Applicant. Well, sir, if you mean can I make believe I'm 
up to my eyes in documents, and ask a client to wait a bit, as 
you've bin called away on a consultation with the Solicitor-General 
and the Lord Chancellor, while I run round to the Cock and tell 
you, I think I could. *\° [Engaged forthwith, 


A FEW nights ago Cadman happened to be in evening dress, so 
he called in at his favourite pub to show himself olf. “Good 
evening,” said he, insinuatingly, to the queen of his heart. “ Don't 
you think I look very nice?” “Humph! f wasn't thinking of 
that.” replied the barmaid, “I was thinking what a treat it was 
to see you in a clean shirt.” ee 

s 


; Gladys. Wasn't Marie a lucky girl to marry Sir Oldboy-Cash- 
ngton! 

Ethel. 1 suppose it is a good marriage, but—er—do you think 
she's happy? 

Gladys. Happy? I should say so, indeed! Why, my dear, 1 
know fora fact that her wedding dress co-t £120, while her pearls 
were worth £500, and her old lace veil was simply priceless ! 

es 


* 

Spiffing. I thought you'd sworn of tobacco? 

Chummic, So T have. 

Spifling, But you are always smoking my cigarettes, 

Chummie. What of that? You don't call them tobacco. 
. 


* 

“ ARE yon an economist, Mr. Courtman?” she asked, for want of 
something better to say, as thev sat close together in the diniy-lit 
drawing-room. “Well, L hardly know that Tam,” he responds, 
with an admiring glance. “ Pm afraid I like to see a little waist.” 


s 
THERE are not really many things 
Which man so truly riles 
As, when he’s told a joke, to find 
It’s only he who stailes. 


He. Oh, Mabel, this is too cruel! Tell me, you will not—you 
will not make the world a voil— 

She. I don't care 2 bit about the world—it can do what it likes. 
1 only know I mean to avoid you all I can. 


* 

First Man. Going to do any shooting this September? 

Second Man (absently), Don't know yet, old fellow, tell you 
better on Quarter Day. ne 

* 

Young Wife. John, dear, I really think T shall have to eng'gea 
cook. Jane has so much to do about the house, that she positively 
hasn't enough time to do— 

Young Husband. 1 can’t help it, dear. We really can’t aiford 
the additional expense. It's out of the question altogether. 

Young Wife. Is that so, John? Well, don’t worry about it, 
dear. [ll be a handy little woman, and buy a book and do the 
cooking myself, 

Young Husband. Stay, stay, Angy! After all, dear, perhaps, 
well—er—Yes ; perhaps you had better get your cook. 

sf 


s 
It isa matter of common knowledge that the worm will turn. 
but lend a bookworm a volume, and he'll never return it if he cau 
help it. oe 
s 


Musical Critic (ta Unmusical Manager). Those fellows in the 
orchestra ought to play that piano. : 
CUnmusical Manager, Piano be hanged! With thirteen men in 
one band, they don't want any blooming piano. 
ef 


s 

Mrs. Gushington. Oh, yes, Mr. Smith, we shall have our house- 
boat on the prettiest part of the river, you know, and I do hope 
you'll drop in. 

Mr. Gushington, TL expect Smith wouldn’t want to go s0 far as 
that for a wet—ha, ha, ha. 

Mr. Smith. Well, if [do drop in, I shall come to you to dry my 
things, for I'm sure I shall receive a warm reception. 

. 


* 
Janct, What do they mean by separated milk, 2/7. the quart? 
James, Separated milk?) Why, milk that’s never been nigh the 


cow, of course—separated from ite native home, don't you sev? 


s 
IF ever man deserved a crown 
Of gold in Kingdom Come, 
Tis surely that forbearing wight 
Wi never made a pun, 


s 
First Author. Hullo, old fellow, I see they've produced your 
play ; nice sort of reception? 
weond Author. Oh, yes, very. 
First Author. Indeed, and yet the critics say it was a frost. 


‘Scond Author. Well, that's what 1 say, it was an ice sort of 


reception, *,* 


Gunbins’ sister moved intoa new house last quarterday, and the 
following evening when he called upon her, things were a bitin 
confusion. ‘Come along,” said the sister, “Tea is ready.” ~ By- 
the-by,” observed the sister's husband, “don't you think they 
ought to remove the tax from tea.” “A jolly sight better if you d 
remove the tacks from chairs,” groaned Gubbins, as he picked a 
few out that he had inadvertently sat down upon. 


Every Monday. One’ Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, August 19, 1893.] 
TOOTSIE AT MORECAMBE. 


-_s 

Yrs, dears, here we are, and IT wish we were not. Why could 
ob hive taken us one of those delightful trips by the direct 
Mid -Sussex 
reute round 
the Isle of 
Wight, 
which Nel- 
lie Hikik 
writes to 
say she the 
other _ day 
enjoyed so 
much ? 

But, no; 
here we are 
far away 
north at 
Morecambe. 
Morecambe 
is as yet 
very new. 
It may bea 
very nice 
place in- 
deed for our 
grand - chil 
dren to go 
to, but at 
oresent it is 

uilding. 
Says the 
good gis 
book:— 


net B 


“The archi- 
tecture of 
Morecambe 
has not yet attained to anything like magnificence.” To quote 
turther from the guide :—** This place is very beautiful in summer,’ 
sid we one day to a resident. ‘Yes,’ was the answer, ‘indeed it is. 
ut in my opinion,’ he added, with enthusiasm, ‘it is even more 
beautiful in winter.” . ¥ ‘ 

For my part I will take the resident's word for it, but I sha’n't 

gotosee. Probably the resident is a builder ora house ngent. 
Yhe principal place of amusement is the People’s Palace and 
Aguarium. You can’t very well go to Morecambe and miss the 
Palace, Lf you're very near sighted, you may not perhaps see it at 
frst. but if you don’t, you are bound to fall over the steps. The 

Valace cost forty-five thousand pounds to build, and when it was 
Lecun the resident population was between three and four thou- 
<ind. There are adventurous spirits down Morecambe way. 
Inside the Palace various entertainments are given, aud in the 
Aquarium there are fish, The charge for admission is sixpence only, 

The bathing here is very good, and we girls have had a lot of it. 
IT may, perhaps, add that Io am the champion diver. That 
unhappy Billy somehow contrived to lose his clothes when taking 
tus bah. His return home Cy a 35 
in acoal sack was an im- y 
wressive sight. 

At the Morecambe Hotel 
there is a penny museum 
contuning some old china 
aud coins and a number of 
i . including one 
of i mais that killed 
the Prince Imperial, and a 
bit cf the original Atlantic 
cable, the one the mer- 
miiidsswang on and broke. 

Ot course, you will go to 
Laneaster tu see the custle 
her,as much of the 
tis on view, which 
is principally the outside, 
witacellbor two, where, in 
tae good old) times, some 
lows: + forgotten prisoners 
trust have been awfully 
misersbley, Near the ter. 
rice steps isa part of the 
building which “ revives 
eruesome memories of the 
scores Hpon scores of people 
wiro have been executed at , 
the Castle, it was from . 
this plice that they were 
brought out to the gallows 
erected just outside,” 

_ By-the-way, a very jolly 
time may be spent by book. 
ins by special ordinary or circular route ticket, for one day, by rail, 
ommbus, and Lake steamer, to Windermere, Bownes, and Amble- 
side, for you will see some of the finest scenery in the world. 

Morecambe’s principal pier costs twopence in the evening and a 
Penny in the morning. For twopence, you may look on at the 
dincing, which is worth the money and the best of fun. If some 
of the dancers only knew how we screamed at them! The pro- 
teide should not be passed over, although it may be walked or 
ridden on. From ita lovely view of the distant mountains may be 
obtuned. and glorious they are by sunset. 

_The Summer Gardens are pretty, and so are the Strawberry 
Gardens. and at the latter you may have tea and, as the Guide 
Book puts it, “something good to eat.” : 

Grange-over-Sands is a favourite sail, and is described by the 
good Guide as “a place of great order and respectability.” This 
tiv, of course, be a recommendation, but it sounds a bit dullish. 
lowever, if we go over to-morrow, we ure thinking of taking a 
Nigger minstrel with us. 


id * * * * * 
I stup the press to say that something awful has happened. Bob 


Grave suspicion, 


: in custody for picking pockets. Nothing was found on him, it 
~ tne, brit the gravest suspicion attaches to him. Our party. 


aa acti fue ing sorry for him, feel certain he is guilty. What will 
"iis Goom 2 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE BURIAL. 
“O we fell out I know not why, and kissd asain with tears !"—TENNYSON. 

We tock him to the burial ground, 
My old wife Joan and 1; 

And there a narrow grave we found, 
In which his corpse might lie. 

The sacred words no parson read 
In aecents soft and low; 

No sexton waited by his bed, 
The dust on dust to throw, 

No mourners, near that narrow grave, 
Or wept or tore their hair: 

No living humin being, save 
My wife and me was there. 

When in the mould his mould we'd hurled, 
We breathed no prayer—we twain— 

That we might in some happier world 
Be joined with him again, 

We merely bent our heads to pray 
(Although our eves were dim) 

That no glad resurrection day 
Might ever dawn for him! 

And no good spouse will 'gainst us rave 
For wishing that his frame 

Might never quit that narrow grave— 
bor HATCHET was his name! 


es 


ANOTHER OPEN VERDICT! 


“BRENHILDA, my dar-rling, we must part for ever.” 

The speaker, a tall, handsome man with the classic head of a 
Greek, or Grecian (Theatre), god, and the lissome proportions of a 
bricklayer's labourer, gazes with unutterable sadness at his beau- 
tiful companion as he speaks. Meautiful, indeed, is Brenhilda 
Bluffwharner—so charming that only the extreme pressure of other 
interesting literary matter on our space precludes our describing 
each charin in detail. Suttice it to say that she had the form of a 
sylph—a Venus de Medici, a Sylvia Gerrish, or--or any of the 
other stand-by's for form. 

They are in a Hot-Sausage Restaurant, these two, and she is 

tting in her work on her second bag of mystery as he speaks the 
impassioned, painful words with which this story opens. 

A moment and a great wave of colour suffuses the girl's exquisite 
countenince, only to recede, leaving a deadly cold-pork sort of 
pallor upon her checks, more noticeable by contrast. 

“© Part!” she echoes wildly, in a voice choked with emotion, and 
a bit of the skin witha “knot” init. “ Edward—Ed—ward, this 
is a hideous jest, some miserable put-up job; to part from you 
now would mean death, a horrid ending to my hopes of future 
happiness—to say nothing of my chances of getting another mash 
before the Promenade Concerts are over ! oh, Edward !"—and, as 
she proceeds, there is a wild vehemence, a let-go-my-hair-and-I'll- 
fight-till-all’s-blue ring in her middle register, wondrously pathetic 
in its sad intensity—" you cannot imagine all that your love means 
to me. With you the sun shines brighter, the birds sing more 
sweetly, and all nature assumes an enhanced radiance, while apart 
from you all is gloom and darkness—darkness as profound as 
reigned fur Moses when the historic light failed.” 

The wail of anguish in her voice as she concludes touches him in 
spite of himself, and for a moment, strong man though he be, great 
tearless sobs convulse his frame. 

* Brenhilda—Hildy.” he murmurs at length, his whole soul in 
his eyes and his face tlushed with indigestion, “you'll bust me up 
directly. Heaven knows | never loved you more than now, when 
cruel fate and pressing financial matters decree our separation. For 
we must say farewell, Carissima, and that atonce—not the careless 
‘ Aurccoir / of ‘See-you-later’ companions, nor the *‘ Now-you-have- 
found-your-way-you-mustn't-be-a-stranger’ wheeze, so popular of 
lute, but the agonizing, awful parting of two souls rent asunder for 
all time, or of an obnoxious-to-papa lover with his trousers-seat 
when the family watch-dos has released it from its engagement.” 

“Enough!” the girl ejaculates, hoarsely. “1f we must part, then 
be it so. [shall stoop to no further entreaties, more particularly 
asa loose whalebone in my—er—corsets makes stooping quite the 
reverse of pleasant; but 1 must know what dark shadow has come 
between ux, what Nasmyth hammer, wielded by an untoward fate, 
doth thus flatten out my hopes.” 

“Fain would I spare you, my heart,” he replies, dejectedly, “the 
dreadful truth, but it is better you should know all. 1am not the 
careless, débonnaire, Clacton-Belle excursionist that [ seem, for 
last Monday, drawing out of the lost Oftice Bank the sum of money 
I had put by to secure our future happiness, I went betting at 
Hurst Park races——" 

With a piercing shriek and a resounding thud she falls at his 
feet, lifeless, whilst he, with a last lingering look of undying 
atfection, pays for the damage to the plates and hurries forth to 
pursue the chequered tenor of his way. 

Out in the gay streets the nigger minstrels play, the children sing 
of pneumatic bicycles constructed to carry newly-wedded couples, 
and ever and anonascented zephyr undulates the various washings 
on the lines, while a dancing sunbeam kisses the daisies that grow 
above the murdered Brenhilda. 

Was it his ghastly admission that ended her young life so 
tragically, so ruthles-ly, or was it something in her third sausage? 

Ah, who shall say? 


A RIDDLE FOR SCHOOLBOYS. 


THIS puzzie’s answer will not burst 
Upon you, till your brain’s been riven 

To tind two Latin words. The first 
Has letters six, the xewt has seven, 


The second word begins with “a”, 
And, if that letter’s ta’en away, 

The second word and first may claim 

To absolutely be the same. 

So, if the first word tirst you find, 

You need not tax vour harassed mind 

For second word to search and hunt, 
Sut merely place an “a” in front. 


For first a verb should on you burst,— 
For vert a noun you'll mention ; 

The pirst, of Conjugation First— 
The next, of First Declension. 

A singular verb, a plural noun: 

And let me furthermore jot down 

‘That second word may in the case 
Accusative be reckoned : 

In mood, tense, person, first we'll place 
As “indicative, present, second.’ 


Now, drth these words together used 
Will show you clearly what you do 
When you've with glowing eyes perused 
A certain halfpenny paper through ! 


Answer.—LAUDAS ALAUDAS: “Thou praisest Larks /” 


SOME OF THEM. 


“THERE are many difficulties connected with the mastery of the 
violin,” says a popular little work of instruction on that instrument ; 
and we agree with it—to the ground. When your own nearest and 
dearest spurn you like a leper,and suggest every now and then that 
there is a splendid opening for amateur musicians in the Desert of 
Sahara; when you receive half a dozen anonymously sent emigra- 
tion circulars every morning, and half a dozen of the neighbours 
give notice, and the landlord threatens to summons you for depre- 
ciation of property, there can be very little doubt on the subject, 
ean there?) Many difliculties?) Great Scot! we defy anyone to 


count them in» month, 
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A RENCONTRE. 


—— 


TWo women are talking. 

They are discussing Lisette—Lisette, the little modiste, who is 
so clever an artiste in the harmonies, svmphonies, and arranse- 
ments of which the female toilette is su fearfully and wonderfully 
made—Lisette, j a 
who has com- 
mitted the, for a 
woman, unpardon- 
able sin—of being 
deceived. 

Mrs, Chandos is 
rather inclined to 
pits her, but her 

osom friend 
maintains that to 
do so would be 
worse than wrong 
—it would be 
foolish, 

“But, my dear,” 
says Mra, Chandos, 
“the poor girl was 
ouly cighteen " 

“And therefore 
old enough to have 
known better,” 
Mrs. Maltravers 
interrupts. “When 

was eighteen 

“Was fully as 
experienced as 
miuny a woman of 
forty, [ admit 
dearest,” replied 
Mrs. Chandos, 
gentlyandfelinely, 
“but, you see, the 
girl was of a trusting, timid disposition, and the man, she believed, 
was a gentleman.” 

“Therefore she was doubly to blame,” Mrs, Maltravers persisted. 
“Tf the moth will flutter around the thime. it must expect its wings 
to be singed ; if girls of that class will sutfer attentions from men 
in a higher social rank, they can only expect misfortune to follow. 
It isa righteous punishment. Give me snother cup of tea, dear.” 

“Tt seems to me a pity,” svys Mrs. Chandos, “that the man 
should escape and the woman be condemned to all the blame. You 
see, when he had left her, she found that not only his vows of con- 
stancy and affection were false, but the very name by which she 
had known him was false.” 

“Tn short,” says Mrs. Maltravers, “the man was a living lie. 
Serve the girl right for being misled. ‘The girl who is foolish 
enough to mis- 
iske a fraud like 
that for an honest 
man, let alone a 
gentleman, de- 
serves no pity.” 

“Don't say any- 
thing unkind 
before her,’ says 
“Mrs. Chandos, in 
nv fiutter, “1 be- 
lieve that was her 
ring. Lam giving 
her some little 
commissions,” 

“You, <Asatha, 
fre encouraging 
n creature like 
that?” 

- M v 


Two women are talking. 


dear 
Cornelia, To must 
have omy dress 
nade somewhere, 
und — and how. 
ever foolish the 
poor child—she is 
ouly oa child-- 
Agatha, however 
fouvlish and meek 
she may have been, 
she must live.” 

“I utterly de- 
cline to admit 
that,” Mrs. Mal- 
travers replies with acerbity. as she turns away. 

A maidservant ushers in with somewhat of a sniit—Lizette. 

The face is sadly pale, but pretty and refined. f£ think sorrow 
sometimes refines as well as chastens. 

As she crosses Mrs, Chandos’s drawing-room, Mrs. Maltravers 
Graws in her skirts as though fearful of contamination should the 
seamstress even brush against the hem of her garment. 

Lisette does not raise her eyes to see, but she can feel upon her 
the scathing cold stare of this upper-class respectable married 
woman. and she flushes and pales alternately accordingly. Her 
fingers itch, and her hand shakes as she unties the striny of her 
parcel and displays her work, and her voice is low, and her hand 
trembles as she answers Mrs. Chandos's questions. Mrs. Chandos 
is so gentle and kind that, asa rule, she Is at ease with her; but, 
oh, that other 
woman's eyes ! 


Lisctte was ushered in, 


“You look 
very Ror On 
Mrs. Shandos 
says, and = she 


caps it all by 
ringing for the 
sherry for this— 
rson. Mrs. 
faltravers looks 
for her carriage 
and her husband 
as anxiously 25 
Wellington for 
Blucher. 

Ah! there is 
his knock at 
last. She rises 
to go, sweep- 
ing t Lisette 
with silent 
disdain, 

George Maltra- 
vers enters; 
smart, breezy, 
débonnair as 
ever, greets Mrs. 
Chandos with 
charming cour- 
tesy, salutes his 
wife atfection- 
ately, and brings 
a tender light : 
to her eyes, glances at the modiste, and— 

Lisette turns from pale to ash grey, swerves for a moment. then 
falls in a deathlike swoon. 

Mrs. Chandos, raising the prostrate girl, gazes at her friend. who 
is looking sternly interrogatively in her husband's downeast eyes. 


Falls iu a deathiike swuon, 
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“My manager says the oily way to sue. 
ceed on the stage is by the medium of a 
divorce. Nothing better as an advertise- 
ment. Poor hubby! I suppose he'll have 
to be sacrificed.”"—£zrtract from Letter of 
Young Lady. 


Swipes (addressing newly-painted pillar-post). Git 
“MAN IS SO DECEPTIVE, YOU KNOW.” “And now I will ask your papa to give me your band.” “Oh! out oh os way, will yer! Don't pags ag led yer 
Front and back view. won't you ask him for all of me?” wear a red coat, I won't slip into yer ! 


ee 


#49 Miss Sloper will be deliyhied to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PECPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIR WALTER GILBEY, Bart. 
¢ 


of her Jriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. ‘3 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


When A. SLOPER ascettained that it was the intention of the inhabitants of Bishop's right hearty welcome. (To remarkably pretty VILLAGER). Come hither, maiden. 
Stortford to entertain Sir Walter Gilbey, the Squire of Elseuham, to a congratulatory Where do you live, my child?) VILLAGKK. With mother, my lord. Lisnor, Is she 
banquet to celebrate the honour of a baronctcy recently conferrel upon him by the here? VILLAGER. No, my lord. LBisuor., No matter, I will kiss you for your 
Queen, said he, “I am in this.” The festivities, as everyone knows who reads his mother, (Does so. VILLAGERS cheer.) POLICEMAN. Order, order! Hates the SQuiik, 
“daily,” was a complete success; thanks to the Presidents, T. N. Miller, Esq., and in carriage drawn by six splendid cart-horses, Ile alights, assisted by V'sNor.— i) 
A. SLOPER, Esq., who is here able to present to the workl the opening ecene in Bisiov (presenting him), My friends, the Squire of Elsenham. (Cheers, in which 
dramatic form. THE SQUIRE OP ELSENHAM. A domestic drama. Persons rep- POLICEMAN joins.) SQUIRE. Thanks, thanks, my friends! One of the greatest joys 
resented: THE SQUIRE OF ELSENHAM—SIR WALTER GILBEY. THE Bistop of my life is to-~lay realised now I am able tu come back, after an absence of many > 
OF STORTFORD—A. SLOPER, Esq. RURAL POLICEMAN—A. SLOVER, Fsq., Jnr. years, an'| make my home amid the scenes of my childhood, (Cheers, VOLICEMAS 
TuE VILLAGE NEER-DO-WELL— McGOosELKY, Esq. VILLAGERS, Cart-horses, weeps.) Bistior. And now let the sports commence. But just let me offer yor, 


No. 300.—M1ss Matiz WEST. ete, SCENE.— The Village Green of Bishop's Storyord. (Bunting. Triumphal arch Squire, alittle refreshment after your journey ( produces a bottle of “Custer tened” 

“ Where can I Gnd words to paint her beauty ?” with “Welcome to the Place of your Nativity” on it.) Villagers (dressed in their —GILBEY'S). (A. space is cleared.—(A) And the Rounding Wonders, impersonated 
—The Dook Snook. Sunday best). Hooray! POLICEMAN. Silence! Wait for your cue! NE'ER-bO-WELL bu the Twins, give a daring display of ground and lofty tumbling, (5) Followed by 

“ Entrancing maid, oh, would that thou wert mine !" (bursting through crowd). Three cheers fur—for—for—(Loses himself and smiles feeblu), Jubilee Jumbo, the great African knife-swallouer). Bisuor. And now, Squire, t's 
—Lord Bob. —(1) PoLiceMan. You here again! Nought shall mar the happiness of this day. oxen and sheep roastel whole being done to a turn, we will all adjourn te tl: 

“To win one smile from her sweet lips, is now my svle (Rears him of to police station.) —(2)_ Enter the Bishor OF STORTFORD. Bisnor, banqueting hall. [Breunt, preceded bv. a Salvation Army band playing “ The Roast 


ambition.” —The Hon. Billy. My frieuds, the Squire of Elsenham will soon be amongst us; we must give him a Bees of Uld Enyland” and several other classical ditties.) 


THE ELDER BROUGHT TO BAY AT LAST. 


(1) “MeNab," solemnly said the Meenister, “you evaded your duty on a former occasion; perhaps it was well the maiden wns young and mayhap freevolons. These laties, (2) “It's a horrible death to dee, but snicide is the only course,” 
velonging to our Daixy Dimple Soviety have taken the matter in hand ; they feel that you want a guiding star throngh life, and any oue of thm will heroically sacrifcese groaned the Elder. “I wonder if it tastes uasty, this kind 0 
hersel’ for your sake ; now chovee, or tak’ the consequence. Do not howl for mercy, you have forfwited all hope of that.” pizon?” 
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Perfide- bio. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you are, Ladies and Gentlemen ! don’t make any mistake about it, please; this istheshow = you sve, iust now, Has mighty cares upon his brow :—This pugilistic rough was sent In order to 
to patronise, and don’t you forget it! Cool, airy auditorium, first rate up to date entertainment, collect the rent :—The waxp, we think, will not just yet Becomea Sacoured household pet :—Much 
what more cun you want? But, let us see how you like it :—Alas! puor stupid servant girl, Who mud at John, the Frenchman throws, But hurts him little, goodness knows !—There you ave, my 
pee towed a future Karl :—Had he a lawyer been, to-day He'd Chancellor have becn, they say:— nobles, as pretty a little show as you'd get anywhere else for ten times the money, isn't it?) Another 
The British Workman alrays will Have great reapeet for Grand Old Bill :—The Mildewcd Wreck, — one next week, Ta-ta, till then. Yours,——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


—- 
OUR COMING ARTIST. 
Now for a great work. Blow experien-e! 


Monsieur Crapaud. Ha! Mistare Milkmans, see! I haf found 
a talpole in my juy of milk, Vat does dis mean, eh—alia ? 
Milkman, Law bless me, mungseer, yer doan't say eo! Well, 
ou can ‘ave it— keep it till it’s a big frog, and then you can ect 
it, y'know ! 
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pues What cheer, Jenkins! Hope I see ye weil. “ Well, you see, they are all really engaged to me for this quadrille—it's so nice to feel that ail the other RATHER UNNERVING. 
atins, Lf you don’t, I should go somewhere else for my glasses. girls’ partners are simply your second bests.” Mecting her rejected suitor at Bournemouth. 


aD a LET a TS eae 


999 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
——— 
BUY! BOY!!: BUY!!! 
Treo any poor benighted individual wishes to view the cighth 


onderof the world now is his time and for the sumll sumol one 
halfpenny only.  Queps is pub- 
Lisied on Monday, which is 
lucky for the working man, If 
bleed were published on Satur. 
ay, that is to say at the com- 
Netion of a week of hard work, 
its witticisms and its thrilling 
serials would overpower the 
average man, Tocommence the 
week geil should be everyone's 
endeavour, Whether man, woman 
orchild, Well,the deed is done 
by simply purchasing Yaépa on 
the day of publication. Never 
was such a paper seen. Never 
was such a paper heard of, and 
never will there be another like 
it, even should the world exist 
another — million years, 
‘y’penny in itself will not hurt 
nnyone, but the non-purchasing 
of Quips in all probability will, 
Therefore buy it while there is 
yet time, and cherish it as you 
would your dearest friend. 
* 


* 

Ir is not true that McGooseley 
is nbout to publish His Life. 
His death would be of consider- 
ably more interest to the 
public — houses. They take a 
great deal of interest in Mac, you bet. 


THE Mildewed Butterfingers has this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon GEORGE ULYETT, because he's done 
so much for Yorkshirccricket, “Vm right glad, ferther,” remarked 
the Certlean-Orbed Cover Point, “to sce you've giv’ your diploma 
to one so worthy, cos’ old George is a slap-up cricketer, and st good 
fellow: but what pains me is the impression you try to give the 
publick that you know somethink about cricket. Considering the 
only time you ever broke your duck's ezg the scorer had a fit in 
the pavilion i 


* but here the Ancient could master his wrath no 
longer, and Alexandry caught it hot with a presentation cricket 
stump. es 

me 


DEAR, dear! this is very sad—very sadindeed. A contemporary 
says that the English girl is rapidly, obviously deteriorating, that 
she is losing her beauty, her 
refinement, her health—in short, 
that ina few years hence a pale, 
unhealthy, anwinic, listless crea- 
ture will be the only represenia- 
tive of the much-vaunted Eng- 
lish. beauty. We beg to ditfer. 
If we were not so studiously 
courteous to our contemporaries 
we should say that the fore- 
going prophecy was all rot; 
but we refrain, merely remark. 
ing that whilst our girls still 
retain their love of outdoor life, 
canrow, play tennis and cricket, 
walk, fish and—ves, handle a 
gun with their husbands and 
brothers, so loug will the roses 
of the English imaiden’s cheeks 
be the admiration of the uni- 
verse, the subject of every poet's 
choicest sonnet: a ° 


THE rumour that that brilliant 
ha’porth o’ humour, Larks, was ; 
in want of a fighting editor 
cuused tremendous excitement 
in Parliamentary circles one day 
last week, and the number of 
applications for the post received 
from Englands legislative 
bruisera, filled two big waste- 
paper baskets, Of course, the 
whole thing was a canard, 
Larke has gained thousands of friends, and meanéto make more. It 
has no enemies, and absolutely no use fora fighting editor, thank you. 
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PRoFesson Morritt’s afternoon entertainments at Prince's 
Hall are going stronger than ever. Mr. John Le Hay ventrilo- 
rag Mr. Henry Wardroper mimics society tyves, Professor 

ross feels your bumps, the Pylades do marvels, and Miss Lilian 
Morritt and Charles of that ilk perform new and startling 
mysteries, whilst the Flying Lady and the Calculating Lady are 
justly described as the sepsations of London. 


s 
ON an average, two women a day are carried out of the surf 
at most of our large seaside resorts, and, strange to say, the cause 
in nearly all cases is the same, viz.: A big wave. The women 
stand with the water above their waists and jump up to rise above 
the swell, Then up comes a business-like wave, sniffs at her dis- 
dainfully, twists round her scornfully, then seizes hold of her in 
its icy grip, and finally dashes her to the ground, upon reaching 

which she straightway faints. « « 

+ 


Tuk Palace Theatre is exceeding good business just now, for 
notwithstanding the fact that so many people are away from the 
metropolis 
the com- 
pany —_en- 
gaged there 
is of the Al 
brand. And 
that is as it 
should be; 
it is only by 
providing 
the public 
with some- 
thing super- 
excellent in 
these days 
of keen 
competition 
that = any 
music-hall, 
however 
splendid] 
appointed, 
can hope to 
succeed, and 
we really 
trust that 
the management of this palatial house of entertainment will devote 
their energies to keeping up 4 tirst class programe: Just now 
they have Ada Blanche, Billie Barlow, Walter Munroe, Katie 
Lawrence, Carl Hertz, the Tissots and other variety pets in addi- 
tion toa new up-to-date sketch, entitled, A Pal o° Archic's, which 
now that it has been cut and overhauled should prove a great 
feature of attraction, 
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Persons in search of a few dass’ relaxation at the seaside would 
do well to remember that there are such places as Kamsyate, 
Margate, and Yarmouth in 
existence, and that these 
towns ace, one and all, 
visited daily by sundry mig 
nificent stenmers belonging 
to the General Steam Nave. 
igation Company, Now, @ 
trip to either of the fore. 
going towns, by one of this 
Company's vessels, is a 
iolidey in itself. This, 
together with the fact that 
the fares from London 
Bridge are cheaper, and the 
journey far pleasanter than 
on the railway, should com- 
mend itself to holiday 
makers. The chances, too 
—owing to the introduction 
on board of all the latest 
improvements—of being 
sick, is reduced to the mini- 
mum, Loveliness can there- 
fore undertake the journey 
with a light heart. 


s 

THE statement that the 
faithful hound, Boeco, has 
developed alarming symp. 
toms of hydrophobia has 
caused much pain to the = 2 ee 
members of the Ball's Pond Aan 
Banditti, whose bloud- 
curdling deeds of daring our bright contemporary Larks! so ably 
illustrates weekly. Needless to sir the rumour is utterly untrue. 


s 
WHo wants a good cup of ten! Everybody, almost, and when 
that refreshing beverage is to be obtained in the finest quality at 
absurdly low prices, there ought to be a big rush for it. ALLY 
SLOPER's blend of pure Ceslon and Assam teas of the choicest 
rrowths is about the best thing of its kind in the market, and 
Messrs. Ditchfield & Co., of 1, Sybil Terrace, Green Lanes, Fins- 
bury Park, ought to do good biz. The ter can be obtained in two 
qualities at 24d. and 3d. the two-ounce packet; Sd. and 5Sjd. the 

quarter pound, Try it, it’s lovely. 

ss 


s 

Wuat is doubtless one of, if not. the most realistic panoramas 
of modern times, is now on view at Niagara Hall, Westminster, and 
should certainly be visited by everybody, Niagara has often been 
depicted on canvas, but never previously, to our knowledge, with 
its winter garb on. The wild, rugged beauty of the scene touches 
the heart of even the most callous spectator, and “ Niagara Falls in 
Winter” will, before long, be the talk of the metropolis. 

ss 
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TRE merry Twelfth has come round again, and yet once more 
the festive sportsman hies him to the muors, and, clad in weird 
and wondrous 
shooting garb 
deals death and 
destruction among 
the grouse and, not 
unfrequently, the 
dogs and atten- 
dants, whilst the 
excitement can be 
materially in- 
creased by the 
occasional _“ pot- 
ting” of a friend. 
A.SLOPER is, as all 
the world knows, 
a keen sportsman, 
and grouse shoot- 
ing — particularly 
atfords him huge 
‘delight ; but owing 
to Family cares iu 
connection with 
his seaside tour, he 
is at present unable 
to tramp the 
heather in quest of 
the toothsome 
bird. But he has 
many friends— 
generous, sym- 
pathetic friends— 
and all hampers 
addressed to “99” will receive the strictest personal attention. 

. 


s 

WELCOME news for you, boys and girls, The Promenade Con- 
certs have commenced again, and under the directorship of 
Mr. Farley Sinkins, the conductorship of Mr. Frederic Cowen and 
Mr. G. H. Betjemann, we shall once more enjoy these particularly 
delightful entertainments, to which the majority of Europe's 
greatest singers and instrumentalists willcontribute. It is interest- 
ing to see that the veteran tenor, Mr. Sims Reeves, will again 
appear for a few special concerts, his long rest having proved of 
great benefit to his severely 4ried voice. All well-regulated girls 
should make a point of being taken to the Proms. 


s 

AGAIN has the call of duty brouzht A. SLOPER from the side of 
the sea, and once more has the heart of a London music-hall 
manager bubbled joyfully 
in his bosom. The hall upon 
which the Eminent has 
deigned to shed the light of 
his countenance this week 
is the latest recruit to the 
variety ranks — ciz., the 
New Dae, Now there 
is something about the New 
Olympic which charms 
SLOPER. Whether it is the 
fresh paint, big drum, or 
excellent entertainment, it 
is hard to say—anyhow, the 
Ancient One has alread 
been there three times, wit 
the probabilities of his 
weighing-in at least twice 
more during the week. 
splendid programme has 
been arranged, to meet the 
requirements of the B. P., 
and, if the latter is not 
satisfied, the fault does not 
lie with the genial Farini. 


s 

THE DooK SNooK in- y 
dignantly contradicts the. 
stutement that he was \ 
otfered the position of ad- 
vertisement canvasser on 
Larks! Asa matter of fact, 
that ever-blooming comic doesn't take ads.; it’s risen to fame 
entirely upon its merits, and upon its merits it wishes tu be 
judged. Who'll have a ha‘porth: 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 201TH AUGUst, 1593, 
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20th August, 1859.—Thomas Blanchard, the famous panta. 
loon, died this day, aged seventy-two. 


Zist A st, 1818.—Under this date ‘fom Moore writs 
“Went tow play at Leamington, ordered by the Duchess Dowager 
of Rutland. A nice girl played a male part in the farce—a Mis. 
Ivers—dressed in the most exquisite extreme of daudyism, aud 
looking as like aman as any of the brotherhood, On this day 
when I went to my inn to dress, the landlady’s sister gave mes 
letter, on opening which 1 saw it was poetry. ‘Ilere,’ said J 
‘someone has sent me a poem.’ ‘That, sir, is like sending coals ty 
Newcastle,’ replied the young Bonifacia, who was an Irish girl just 
imported.” : 


sia a as 

22nd August, 1797.—Jack Bartholomew, one of the tru: 
breed of old-schuul British boxers, this day fought Tom Owen on 
Sunbury Common. The odds in favour of Owen, who was the 
bigger and stronger man, were six to four, Owen forced the fight. 
ing desperately, but he could not break Jack's guard, and at the 
end of the twenty-sixth round, fouzht in thirty minutes, he was 
compelled to give in, he being very heavily punished. When Jack 
died, in 1803, he Jeft a particular request that his body might be 
Seer against which practice an ignorant prejudice then pre. 
vailed. 
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23rd August. 1826.—Swallows are now preparing for their 
departure. On this day Hone says he “observed hundreds of 
them collecting so nigh in the cir that they seemed of the size of 
flies. They remained wheeling about and increasing in number 
upwards of an hour before dusk, when they all took their tligat iu 
a south-western direction.” 


iit eine 

24th August 1890.—A Swede swam fifteen miles at Mar. 
seilles this day. He went into the water at twenty minutes past 
ten o'clock in the morning. and finished his course at forty minutes 
mst seven. Before landing, he gave some performances mn the sea, 
ut became suddenly livid, aud on coming out of the briny, stag- 
gered while walking towards his resting-place. After having been 
well rubbed, he was still ina feeble condition, and had a violent 
headache and nausea, while his limbs were cramped and cold. 
During the swim he took some meat, fruit, and eleven hard-boile: 
eggs, which he washed down with a quart of wine and two bottle: 
of brandy. It appears that after having accomplished the feat of 
swimming across the Gulf of Finlsud, in bitterly cold weather, he 
was twenty-four hours unconscious, He had also crossed the 
Sound, and swum in the Seine from Charentun to Bas-Meudon, a 
distance of about twenty-three miles. 


ec teens Aa 

25th August. 1888.—A newspaper correspondent this das 
sent the following curious story :—" The audacity of the famous 
Jackdaw of Rheims has been equalled, if not excelled, at Monkton, 
in Kent. During divine service, a jackdaw made its way into tin 
church with the other portion of the congregation, and ner ois 
took a lively part in the responses, but also became execeding!s 
talkative at other times. The whole congregation were disposed 
to explode with merriment. the clergeman himself with difficulty 
kept a serious face, while the school children presen broke oui 
into open laughter, Things became so bad that the cle. gyman was 
compelled to order the children out of the church, | Ti:*n an effort 
was made to capture the intruder, who had perched himself boldly 
upon the reading-desk, The bird, however, was not to be eaugit, 
and flew to the rafters above. where it remained till the end ot « 
service, still continuing to deliver itself of more or less pertine:.. 
expressions of opinion.” 


Siebel lalla eet ae ——- 5 eer 
26th August, 1766.—In Gray's correspondence, under this 
date, we read:—" Button's first collection of moukeys has come oui— 
something, but not much, to my edification ; for he is pretty we!! 
acquainted with their persons, but not with tieir manuers.” 


A MAIDEN’S APOSTROPHE. 
Wutes a slip of a gird in the teens was 1, 
A maiden bonnie and biooming, 
Thy hideous shape | could dimly spy, 
Far over me darkly looming. 
Yet, horrible Shelf! terrible Shelf! 
Without any concern [ eyed thee, 
For I laughed to myself.as I said to myself 
That I'd uever arrive beside thee! 


The teens have into the twentics merged, 
And aye I've been blithe and flirty ; 

Yet never a suitor his suit has urged, 
And to-morrow my age is thirty, 

Oh, horrible Shelf! terrible Shelf! 
Asx bogie 1 once might count thee, 

But I groan to myself as | own to myself, 
That my time has arrived to mount thee: 


To mount thee. Shelf! and to mope for aye 
With no husband or babies near me, 
With lapdogs, aud birds, and perhaps a stray 
Black pussy or two to cheer me. 
Nay, horrible She!f! terrible Shelf! 
'o escape thee there must some ineans be : 
By painting myself and pasting myself 
1 still will a girl in the teens be! 


—_>————- 


A SHOE LANER’S SCROOMATICS. 


Tne odours of Araby the Blest partake in but a very slight 
degree in the raison d'étre of Shoe Lane. Persons of speculative 
imagination have told us that the atmosphere in the thoroughfare 
of uur choice would be less assertive were the two fried tish bar-. 
the three cottee shops, the five printing ink factories and the glue 
manufacturers suppressed. If some of the tradespeople’s residences. 
too, were fitted with bathrooms it would be for the Shoe Lan 
weal. One of the Laner's, the other day, had such a bad twi-t ol 
rheumatism that he decided, reluctantly enough, to consult * 
Harley Street physician. This learned and humorous gentleman 
summed up the treatment to be commenced as follows :— | 

“T will tell you what you had better do,” said he. “When you 
get home, desire your maid servant to place every morning bs 
your bedside a large bath—a tub will do if you haven't.a bath, 
even an iron pipkin or the earthenware bread-pan—three parks 
filled with warm water. You will then get into the bath— or tub. 
or pipkin or bread-pan, as the case may be—and, having provide: 
yourself with a large chunk of yellow soap. you must rub you! 
whole body with it, immersing yourself occasionally in the wate? 
and, at the end of a quarter of an hour, the process concludes wit! 
wae yoursell dry with towels and scrubbing your person with 4 
flesh brush.” 

For a few seconds the Shoclanite thought it over, and then 
suddenly biurted out— 

“Why, doctor, this seems to be nothink more nor less thin 
awashin’ myself 1" Nee 

“Well—cr—” replied the physician, gravely, “I am aware it is 
open to that objection !” 

Remedy not applied. 


Ewery Wlednesday. Twopence- 
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ANGLING—ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


[By the com; lete shale of Izaaz Walton.) 


TH18 Brother of the Ancle 
It gladdens much to tind, 
Piseators off did go 
With a hey, trollollie 
we! 
Toe Stafford minus wrangle. 
For keeping well in mind 
The glorious day 
Of my Tercentenaree ! 
On the gentle craft of angling 
My compleat book I made 
A long. long time ago, 
By Thames and eke by 


Lea, 
Sut hath this fish-entangling 
Improved? (enquires this 
shade) 
Is't better on this day 
Of my Tercentenaree? 


When Viator and Venator 
With me did haunt the 


stream, 
We told the truth, you 


KnOW, 
No “ big catch " invented 
we. 


But anglers “ Up-to-dater” 
Tell © tish-stories ” by the ream, 
To which “ fie!" Tsay 
On my Tercentenaree ! 
Se 


GEORGE'S ECONOMY. 

“No, Ethel,” said the young husband, firmly, “I—really, love, 
it pains me beyond expression to have to say so—but I positively 
ronnet see how we are to have our usunl seaside trip this year. 
There, darling, please don't niake a scene,"—for the fair young 
nutron’s eyes had filled rapidly at these disheartening words. 
“Yon amust—vou really must—try and bear up under the dis- 
uppaintment.” aoe i 

“Put, George, surely,” commenced the fair girl, “surely things 
ure not so bad that you cannot spare a few—" 

“Mv dearest, I regret most sincerely to b+ compelled to inform 
vou that things ave in that distinctly unfortunate position. In 
fact. it is utterly ‘mpossihle for them to be worse. Keally,” he 
added, pathetically. “I begin to seriously doubt whether life is 
worth living in the same world with the butcher and baker.” 

~Conldn't—couldn't vou put them off a bitlonger, George?” she 
ventured, timidly. “I'm sure they wouldn't mind waiting a little.” 

* Possibly not, dear, but unfortunately the grocer, the landlord, 
the gas and water, the poor rates collector, and other important 
creditors, are hardly as obliging.” 

“Then Lam to have no holiday at all, George. Iam to moulder 
away here in’ this hot, 
stuiy London — when 
everybody else is in the 
country, 1 do think, 
after all I've done, and 
how I've tried to please 
you, that it is ungrateful 
Ttiseruel. Itis wick ——" 

“Stay, stay, dear!” in- 
terrupted George; “be. 
citse the state of our ex- 
cheyuer will not admit us 
hoth taking a holiday, I 
weno reason, Din happy 
to say, Why you, dearest, 
who, as you so justly 
remarked, have done so 
much to deserve — it, 
should notenjovachange; 
in faet, love, T have gone 
~o far as to look up some 
hice quiet rooms for you 
at Folkeston«, where you will be able to enjoy yourself. famously 
while I struzgie on in town and do a little strict economising.” 

The young wife's eves lit up with pleasure as she rose and threw 
her arms about her husband's neck. “Oh, Gieore, you dear, dear 
old boy !" she exclaimed, delightedly, “this is indeed good of you, 
but it ts really too kind ; are you sure you will be able to get along 
without me?” 

“Good little woman,” said George, “always thoughtful. I shall 
try, love ; I sha‘n't mind roughing it for n bit with the knowledge 
that you are enjoying yourself, There, pet, 1 don't want all these 
rtinsive thanks—just one little kiss and 1 sha‘n’t think it a bit of a 
sacrifice.” . . . . e 

Three days later that estimable and unselfish young man put his 
wife carefully into a four-whecler, and saw her safely off to Charin, 
Cross. Then he started to “rub. along somehow and economize.” 
It was rather a curious choice, though, asking his pal, Charlie 
Seatterby, to come and help him, and the precise amount of saving 
efected by a champagne lunch at the club, a dinnerat the Bristol, 
with a box at the Empire afterwards is hard to calculate. And 
they do say that the pair were to be encountered during the next 
fortnight at the Water Show, race meetings, supping at St. James's 
Hall, adorning a Pavilion box, and some even go to the length of 
asserting that the two were not unaccompanied by fair companions. 
Heople will say anything, won't they ; and how could poor George 
have economized like that?) The world is full of calumny, 


* 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 112.—CHLoeE Kempton. 
Wuat makes the master of the 


“Priv 


O'er all his rivals crowy? 
He, like a millionaire can live, 
Since he engaged Miss Chloe! 


When Kempton walks abroad by 


day, 
Why seem the winds so blowy? 
With loving sighs they love toplay 
Among the locks of Chloe! 


What makes the maiden ne'er in- 
cline 
To garments gay and showy? 
She’s so divine that raiment fine 
Is not required by Chloe. 


Oh Pees goes many a graceless 


A 
Tochurch,and chucks his “joey” 
Upon th’ collection plate with 
joy /— 
To get a glimpse of Chloe! 
Oh! why wears many a stripling 
bold 
White hairand whiskers snowy? 
Tle’s in his teens waxed sere and 


oh 
With hopeless love for Chloe! 
Why weeps old Bacchus up in 
heaven? 
The joyful shout “ Evohe !” 
Was ne‘er to him so gladly given 
And now it’s given to Chloe! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
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Licut SHIP, NEWCASTLE, NEw SoutH WALES, AUSTRALIA, 
June 24th, 1893. 

DEAR OLD ALLY,—I have the pleasure of receiving your “ HALF- 
Hovipay”™ week by week from the old country, not far from 
Mildew Court, and I think you should pay a visit to this land of 
reconstruction. I should be happy to put you up foratime. We 
have an old convict ship here on view, 103 years old, and if you 
could get there before she leaves, there would be two Ancient 
Relics together. Like you, she is rather heavy in front—1 mean 
the nose of her. If you would like to come, and pay sour own 
passuge, doso, I donot know if New South Wales has your equal ; 
so far, I have not seen anyone like you, so I expect your ancient 
parents had more sense than to come out here. I laughed at your 
cricket match in the backyard, No wonder the cornstalks left to 
look at your bat. You must have broken the record with hard- 
hitting. I should think the grand stand had a good view. Now, 
trusting you may live to grace your “ HALF-UN," as I pass some 
of my time in looking over your familiar boko. At one time I was 
near to you in reality, but now I have only the “HALF-UN” to 
sce you by. I think you have grown stouter, and look quite young 
again. Am glid you esea injury in the pyrotechnic business 
in the birth of Larka! Now, with respects to your old dear self, 
and your window of nick-nacks in Shoe Lane, I must close, and 1 
am, Yours faithfully, J. L. WARREN (An old West-Ender). 


——————— 
SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 179.—HE PLays THE SPY. 
CHAPTER I. 


THE bard who pens these truthful screeds of SLOPER'’s words 
and SLOPER'S deeds, passed lately, with the Mildewed Loon, a gay 
and jovial afternoon, Dame Sloper, far from Mildew Court, was 
staying ata famed resort which borders on the eastern coast ; and 
SLOPER, like a genial host, so plied himself and plied his guest 
with wines and viunds of the best, that, ere the witching hour of 
night, they both were nineteen-twenticths tight. 

Then cried the Wreck, “V'll show you round my secret dungeons 
underground.” ‘T'was what the bard had long desired ; and boldly, 
till the twain perspired, in Terra’s entrails, dark and dread, from 
cave to wondrous cave they sped. 

What hidcous things the bard then saw. that froze his very blood 
with awe, his muse shall sing some future date. One sight alone 
she'll now relate. 

A certain cave, from roof to floor, was filled choke-full with many 
a score of cute disguises—more than c’er a *‘tec.” from Scotland 
Yard did wear. “What mean these things?” the rhymist asks, 
Says SLoPEn, “ All these wigs, and masks, and various suits I've 
used, through life, to fox the movements of my wife whene'er she's 

from home alone, And their kind help has clearly shown 
that, wheresoc'er ny spouse may be, my spouse is faithful still to 
me. 

The bard replied, “Good, good, my chief!" But in his ehoes 
like aspen-leaf he trembled, kawring what he knew, and pale as 
death his features grew. 


CHAPTER II. 


The bard for long years had Dame Sloper been wooing 
At watering places, to SLOPER unknown : 
So next day to Dame Sloper he blubbered, boo-hooing, 
“ Our flirtings will soon be discovered, my own! 
Your spouse has a thousand disguises to fox you, 
And why he’s ne‘er copped us, I really don't know.” 
Then loud laughed the matron. “The fact th:t so shocks you 
Was twigged by my womanly wit long »go 
And, spite his disguises, you never neca mind him, 
For, wear the old tippler what garments he may, 
Yet the smell of his breath he can ne‘er leave behind him ; 
T always can sniff him twelve furlongs away!" 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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DARKEST ENGLAND GROV’ING DARKER. 


(The continnons inflow of foreizn paupera into this hospitable couutry is 
seriously stirring the British working classes.—/'eople.} 
THROUGH our nation the “General” peered, 
And he saw how the gloom gathered dense in it ; 
And his plan for the clouds to be cleared 
Had a wonderful lot of good sense in it. 
“Let the help of the rich fulks be mine, 
And the poor folks (I haven't a doubt of it,) 
Who in eloomiest England repine, 
Shall be shown "—so he said—* the way out of it!” 


But the “General's” scheme, it is plain, 

Has a sprinkling of “ baying the moon ” in it, 
For, while matters in statu remain, 

Those who hunger will find little boon in it. 
If the riff-ratl from over the sea 

We must house, why, there isn't a doubt of it— 
Ever dark darkest England will be, 

For her poor cannot find their way out of it! 


While the drones from the alien hives 

Seek our country, their fortunes to carve in it, 
Howsoever the Englishman strives 

In dark England, he's likely to starve in it. 
Its submerged ones will never be free 

From starvation, or something akin to it, 
Until panpers from over the sea 

Be forbidden to find their way into it! 


—_——_.———— 


WHERE THEY GO TO. 

“T WONDER why it is that nowadays you see so much fewer 
crows in the fieldls than vou used to when I was a boy?) I wonder 
why it is that you can buy half a fowl at the big cook shops for 
eightpence?” said ALLY. “And one hardly sces a London cat 
looking out of an area railing ina blue moon? Yet you can get 
salmi of game at the [talian restaurants for sixpencea go. And 
why is it that the poorest rat-catcher wears a box coat, and can 
be seen even at Goodwood? And paté de foic gras ean be had as 
cheap as pots of shrimp paste?” Ah, dear ALLY and Mac, it’s a 
world of progress we live in, and we must not look too closely at 
matters, or Progress will dot us on the crumpet with her parasol. 


NOT TO THEIR TASTE. 

Mias Uglimug. { daresay it will sound strange to you asa 
Frenchwoman, Mademoiselle, but I can assure you I have never 
been kissed by a man. 

Mademviselle. Vraiment! Only to fancy! And yet dey say dat 
your Engleeshmen have so mooch of de courage. 


= _— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
; How to make Hot Water Co(a)l(c)d : Chuck some lumps of coal 
nto it. 
THE German (N)Ocean: A notion of coming to England to get 
work when there's none to be had in Germany. 
Wuy is the ratepayer very unlike the spring poet ?—Because he 
often thinks himself over-rated, 


Ler Te ea Mog oo AE Da NOT 8 


Tt Of Se ae loli ete eS = 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance or SAtt LAKE City.) 
CHAPTER XII. 

CavtTiovsry Z. P. Sugg steered his bark toa point as far away 
from the waiting aborigines as possible, but as the planks grated 
on the sand. the natives 
were there before him. 
He stepped ashore with 
as little an appearance 
of hesitation as pos- 
sible, and was aston. 
ished to hear one of the 
natives, in admirable 
Christy Minstrel 
English, remark : 

“Golly! ef he ain't 
anoder dam white 

1” 


“Gosh!” said an- 
other, “we ‘ave ‘ad 
enuf of him.” 

Z. P. Sugg felt hopes 
arise in his bosom, 
Possibly the last white 
man off whom they had 
dined had disagreed 
with them. 

“Good morning,” 
eaid Z. P. Sugg, in a 
propitiatory manner, 
“have vou uxsed—" 
And then he paused, 
for it was evident that 
they hadn't used any- 
one's soap. 

“Good morning,” : 
remarked the savages ; A reveption comunittee. 
and then one of them, 
as he hauled the planks ashore, said, “ Are youa king? 

“No,” said Z. 2. Sugg, “Lam not. Lam only a poor shipwrecked 
mariner. 

ss Rizht zall right,” said the spokesman ; “ fetch him along to the 
cave. 

Arrived at the cave, the savages provided Z. P. Suge with a 
equare meal, in which there was not the slightest suggestion of 
cannibalism. The sivages waited on him with much kindness, and 
at the close of the refection they seated themselves and gazed at 
him with some anxiety. : 

“Square man—all square?” asked a savage. 

“Square!” said Z. 2. abruptly. 

“Won't give away anything we tell you?” 

“Rather not.” 

“ Promise?” 

“On my honour!” 

“Well, but are yon a married man—like much wife?” 

“No,” said Sugg, fervently, with a sigh. 

“Good,” said the xavaye. We have a white king. He come 
ashore on a plank many years ago. He make laws; he take all 


Gazed at him with some anxicty. 


women to he his wife. No one else have wife, Not fair. We kill 
him; make you king if you no want all the wife.” : 

“Not on any consideration,” said Zephaniah P. Suzg, hastily, 
and with a shudder he did not attempt to conceal. “1 don't want 
any wife. You divide the female majesty among you, by all 
means; I shan't give you any trouble in that direction, nike your 
minds quite easy on that point.” 

“Good,” said the savages, evidently delichted beyond measure 
at the result of the consultation ; * we will now hold a meeting and 
prepare the others for a revolt.” er 

The preparations did not last long. The white king had been 
too tyrannical fora long time. and was now cordially hated. When 
he first arrived, he had giined the suffrages of the savages by 
condescending kindness, He had taught the islanders the English 
language, the three-card trick, baccarat, and how to make whisky. 
In gratitude they had proclaimed him king of the islind, but his 

wromotion spoiled him. He was too grasping. Hr passed severe 
us and finally filled the cup of his iniquity to overtlowing by a 
vroclamation that no one had a right to marry save himself, and 
he had accordingly annexed all the ladies to his own wigwam, and 
his subjects had to go to the balls and lawn tennis parties without 
the company of 
the opposite sex. 

All this was 
told to Z. P. Sugg 
in course of the 
few days while 
the revolt was in 

preparation. 

Mien the bolt 
was shot. The 
reigning king 
was seized one 
night after he 
had taken too 
much toddy, 
was hurried 
down to the 
seashore, put 
on board a canoe, 
and told that if 
he did not skip 
elsewhere he 
would get 
“beans.” The 
king was” un- 
armed, and re- 
cognised that he 
was helpless. Ie 
merely re- 
marked : 

“Wall, gentle- 
man. I guess 
you've got the drop on me,” and departed. ; 

Within an hour the heralds and pursuivants had proclaimed that 
Zephaniah [. pad ascended the throne. 

(To be continued next week.) 


The doomed bing. 
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THE “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE EASTERN QUESTION. 
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Members of the Tootsie’ Bathing Club. Fait ., 
Hope and Charity. 


Ve 
No. 321. MN, J. K. RA \d1TSINBSI, F.0.3. 
“Born a prince in his own country, deauptsmuye first male 
‘Thimself conspicuous by almost twisting his father's moustache 
out of curl, and in revenge his daddy most emphatically refused 
to buy his five-year-old son a bow-wow. Now, as young Ran- 
jitsinhji had set his mind on having . og be Was Baal, 
rilel at this climax of his hopes, so he immec y 
father out to instant execution. Rn as his tether wee at eat Sis, Gricaek 0 nr fhe pie td wlitey ! 
time a creater power in the land than even ton, his orders Swell. And where did jose imbs, es 5 ‘m— he's 
only resulted in a whipping at the hands of the Grand Vizier old Beggar. Foightin® in’ the ‘oan a feeble proce av a bhoy, th’ docthor, so he is! Whisty : » 
Ne pear es of ta bel. Nowe snp l omg Blood bolled Popp mg, Bl cot al ‘ire. Doolan. Ye've to take haff a tayshpoonful aftl ‘ 
ut this treatment, 60 ve years of serious thoug rap Beygar. red t-— W A " cr 
away to England, taking away with him most of his father's Mey ye be blowesl}—sa. Whitechapels iv'ry meal ! 
possessiuns, as well as his mother's nightcap. Arriving fs Lon- . 
don, he attemptel to obtain an engagement as music-! star, . i 
failing which. chiefly through the instrumentality of A. SLO- ADVICE GRATIS. GIGLS' SLOFER'S KISSED. HARD ON HIM. 
prt, he entered Cambridge University. But the common or u 
arden study interested him not. To become a notuble cricketer ra 
was his sole ambition. And an excellent cricketer he has be- 
come, as those who have followed his performances this yest 
must whnit. Chiefly because he is a princely cricketer, our hero 
Was ereitel F.OS. and the ‘Sloper Awartl of Merit’ oresented i 
tu lin, July 22ud, 1893." —Debrett Improved j 
? \ 
| \ 
“} ‘ 
Bill the Boatman (to stranger wearing new sun hat), Ai, guv'- P 
por, has the wet weather turued yon into a blooming toadstool ? Stout Tenor, Tried those voice jujubes yet ? \ 
Pirend Bate Yes; but they seem to slip down too quickly to NK f Husband. Ask your sister, in oa 
y good. a) > — » dear, ext room 
: to play any more of that bide au 
Stout Tenor You should have ‘em made in eticks a foot long onsense, it's only strumming 
ani use them like a bottle brush. 1, Ne ordi : Loom ame 
BABIES OF IMPORTANCE. 
“ I'm obstinate, stubborn and wild, l 
While you are a lord of creation.” 
“Pooh! Jam most rep = mild, : f I 
And you are a brute of the nation.’ > / 5 | 
i THE EMINENT’S LATEST. t 
( = Two of SLOPER's mashes — Miss Hourglaes and 
Miss Dwarfblind. 
{ 
- 


Local Artist. ‘Air + or shave, sir? eine angle nis Hom do yon veal! your baby ? AT MERRY MARGATE. 
Hairless Customer. Yew hain't guessed ice—gimme a ‘rench Nurse, Monsieur le Comte. i ° 
eliunpov. English Nurse. 1 call mine “ Your lordship.” “Though lost to sight, to memory dear. 2 
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